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PREFACE. 


The  Songs  of  Father  McNamara,  recently  published  in  New 
York,  have  already  become  familiar  to  lovers  of  Irish  lyrical 
poetry.  The  reverend  author  has  devoted  his  life  to  the  instruction 
and  elevation  of  his  countrymen,  and  with  a  burning  love  for  the 
land  of  his  nativity,  and  in  profound  sympathy  with  all  the  feelings 
and  traditions  of  his  people,  he  has  made  the  spirit  of  Irish  music 
and  the  enchantment  of  Irish  poetry  subservient  to  the  grand  and 
christian  purposes  he  has  had  in  view.  Father  McNamara's  poems 
are  not  designed  for  any  one  section,  nor  for  any  single  class  or 
denomination.  His  Muse  appeals  to  all,  and  his  obvious  intent  is 
to  blot  out  the  blind  and  bigoted  prejudices  which  have  long 
sullied  Irish  history,  and  to  blend  in  one  enlightened  brotherhood 
all  ranks  and  denominations  of  his  kindred.  To  him  the  Protestant 
and  Catholic  are  alike  acceptable,  and  his  writings  give  testimony 
that  "Conscience  and  Erin"  furnish  the  only  rule  to  which, 
under  God,  he  would  subject  his  countrymen. 

While  visiting  Toronto,  (May  1878,)  his  poetry  attracted 
attention  no  less  than  his  lectures  and  his  conversation,  and  it  was 
proposed  that  he  should  allow  an  edition  of  his  lyrics  to  be  pro- 
duced through  the  enterprise  of  one  of  our  publishers ;  but  such 
was  his  tender  consideration  for  the  feelings  of  those  who  here  may 
differ  from  him  in  religion  or  otherwise,  he  set  immediately  to  work, 
and  before  allowing  his  poems  to  go  to  print, carefully  expunged  every 
stanza  and  every  expression  which  might  reasonably  prove  distaste- 
ful to  any  class  or  denomination  amongst  us.  The  result  is  that  we 
now  have  the  pleasure  of  presenting  to  the  public  this  first  number  of 
Father  McNamara's  poems  ;  and  when  it  is  remembered  how  much 
he  has  done  to  destroy  the  sectional  narrow-mindedness  and 
religious  animosity  so  long  prevailing  among  Irishmen,  we  are 
convinced  that  persons  of  all  shades  of  religious  and  political  opinion 
will  be  thankful  that  we  have  placed  within  their  reach  this  new 
edition  of  Father  McNamara's  "Irish  National  Songs." 

THE  PUBLISHERS. 


CONSCIENCE  AND  ERIN. 


Air  : — "  The  Valley  Lay  Smiling  Before  Me." 

Full  oft  when  the  thought  of  thee,  Erin, 

My  soul  rapt  in  transport  divine, 
Unbid  rose  the  warm  bursting  tear  in 

Mine  eyes  glancing  homeward  tow'rd  thine  ! 
And  deep  as  the  dark  swelling  ocean 

That  flows  'tween  us  now,  Gra  Machree, 
Was  the  boundless,  unfathomed  emotion 

Awaked  in  each  impulse  for  thee  ! 

And  then,  dearest  Erin,  my  sorrow 

More  vast  was  than  words  may  portray, 
As  I  rose  with  each  dismal  to-morrow 

Made  dark  with  our  discord,  alai  !  * 
Then,  then  with  fresh  filial  devotion, 

I  asked  me  whence  discord  arose, 
And  swore,  by  my  soul's  deep  commotion, 

To  strive  win  our  country  repose  ! 

Whence  comes  it  ?    Ah,  sadly  we  know  whence 

Dissention  our  home  doth  defile  !  — 
Ah,  God,  drive  one  blashemous  foe  thence, 

Whose  breath  taints  our  beautiful  isle  ! 
Who,  Thy  worship  itself  makes  th'  occasion 

Our  kindred  with  hate  to  inflame, — 
Nay,  Thy  altars  f  e'en  dares  make  the  stage  on 

Which  bigotry's  nursed  to  our  shame  ! 

Out  that  word  springs  the  curse  of  our  nation — 

The  poison  infused  in  our  life  ! — 
Then,  Oh,  for  our  country's  salvation, 

Reverse  this  one  source  of  our  strife  ! 
And,  cleansed  from  its  rankling  infection, 

Ennobled,  enfranchised  we'll  stand 

*  Alai.    Equivalent  to  "  my  dear." 
f  The  term  altar  represents  religion  in  general,  Jewish  as  well  as  Christian,  irrespec- 
tive of  any  denomination.    It  is  a  sad  fact  tha  t  the  professors  of  religion  too  often  use 
their  position  to  excite  feelings  of  bigotry  in  the  breasts  of  their  followers.    This  has 
Jong  been  the  curse  of  the  Irish  nation, 
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Side  by  side,  yielding  manful  protection 
To  Conscience  and  Erin,  loved  land  ! 

For  one,  I  fling  from  me  the  potion 

Compounded  in  hate  by  the  men 
Who'd  inuculate  minds  with  the  notion 

That  Jehovah's  a  bigot  like  them! 
No,  Brothers,  no  dogma  can  bind  you 

That's  based  on  such  principle  damned  ! — 
Such  men  and  such  doctrine  behind  you! 

Then  fealty  to  God  and  our  land  ! 


ERIN,  LOVED  ERIN. 

Aik  :-  -"  Kathleen  Mavourneen." 

Erin,  loved  Erin !  how  sad,  yet  entrancing, 

Steal  thy  soft  murmurs  through  evening's  lone  hours, 
When  daylight  is  sinking  and  night  slow  advancing,  * 

Erin,  loved  Erin,  what  heaven  in  thy  bowers ! 
Thy  groves  wrapt  in  verdure,  thy  meads  pure  elysian, 

Where  daisies  peep  out,  nestling  low  on  the  plain, 
Thy  shamrock,  blest  type  of  our  soul's  bright  transition, — 

O  Erin,  my  home,  shall  I  see  you  again  ? 
Thy  shamrock,  blest  type  of  our  soul's  bright  transition, 

Yes,  Erin,  my  home,  I  will  see  you  again ! 

Erin,  loved  Erin,  that  dark  shade  of  sadness 

That  tinges  so  deep  ev'ry  beam  o'er  thy  brow, 
Shall  soon  disappear  'neath  the  fresh  wreath  of  gladness, 

Erin,  loved  Erin,  we  weave  for  thee  now ! 
We  swear  'gainst  thy  tyrant,  'gainst  all  his  oppression, 

Red  war  to  the  last  drop  of  blood  in  our  veins ! 
We  never  shall  cease  to  revenge  this  aggression, 

Till  Erin  our  country,  no  more  is  in  cha.ns — 
We  never  shall  cease  to  revenge  this  aggree  sion, 

Till  Erin,  our  country,  no  more  is  in  chains  ! 


*  Sloio  advancing.  Those  who  have  lived  any  time  in  Irelan  .1  will  recall  the  beautiful 
long  evenings  extending  nearly  to  midnight ;  as  if  the  (departing  light  loved  to  linger 
there  as  long  as  possible  before  sinking  beneath  the  waters  of  t'ie  Atlantic.  These  in- 
viting evenings  usually  bring  out  old  and  young  to  mingle  in  tl  e  innocent  amusements 
Qn  the  village  green,  or  in  £he  house  of  some  hospitable  neighbor, 
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WHERE  BREAKS  THE  FIERCE  ATLANTIC'S  WAVE. 

Air  :— "  The  Minstrel  Boy." 

Where  breaks  the  fierce  Atlantic's  wave, 

Where  sounds  in  dread  commotion, 
With  tongues  tumultuous,  thund'ring  rave, 

Like  battle's  wild  explosion  ! 
There  Irish  headlands  lift  sublime 

Their  peaks  in  heaven-ward  glory, 
And  proud  rehearse  of  by-gone  time 

Our  bards'  impassioned  story ! 

Ye  howling  tempests,  I  adore 

Your  bold,  unequalled  storming ! 
Though  thousand  leagues  from  Erin's  shore, 

My  thoughts  are  ever  forming 
Some  dream  of  boyhood's  happy  hours, 

When  home  and  friends  in  Ireland 
Were  wont  to  hear  you  through  their  bowers 

Ring  praises  'round  our  sireland  ! 

Ye  whitening  waves,  whose  foaming  crest, 

Like  warrior  plumes  careering, 
Majestic  march,  like  men  abreast, 

Our  Irish  headlands  nearing ! 
When  shall  our  coast  her  scattered  sons, 

On  foaming  chargers  prancing, 
Behold  with  swords,  and  fire,  and  guns, 

Toward  Irish  fields  advancing  ? 

Oh,  come  that  hour!  that  day  draw  nigh, 

When  Irish  hearts  will  waken, 
And  heave  one  deep,  effective  sigh 

For  Ireland's  fields  forsaken  ! 
Oh,  let  me,  hear  the  thunder's  roar 

That  tells  of  their  returning  ! 
One  desp'rate  dash — I'll  ask  no  more, 

To  lift  our  land  from  mourning  ! 

United  nation  !  North  with  South, 

And  East  with  West  combining, 
From  Causeway  proud  to  Shannon's  mouth, 

Each  heart  with  heart  entwining  ! 
O  let  me  rest  mine  eyes  upon 

Your  plains  with  swordsmen  crowded  ! 
Then  cease  my  life  !  then  lay  me  down, 

With  Irish  turf  enshrou  ded  ! 
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LOVED  LAND  OF  MY  YOUTH, 

Air    "Dear  Harp  of  My  Country." 

Loved  land  of  my  youth,  though  thy  minstrel  must  wander, 

Away  'mid  the  stranger,  far,  far  from  thy  shore, 
Yet  in  ceaseless  communion  with  thee,  love,  I  ponder, 

Rememb'ring  thy  wrongs  and  thy  scenes  evermore ! 
This  poor  heart  of  mine,  like  the  vase  in  the  story,* 

Lies  broken,  abandoned,  in  life's  busy  throng  :— 
But,  oh,  there  remains  'round  it  yet  of  thy  glory 

A  radiance  that  brightens  my  path  and  my  song ! 

Loved  land  of  my  youth,  though  I  sing  thee  in  sorrow 

This  lay  intermingled  with  tears  for  my  sires, 
Yet  believe  me,  there  dawns  a  more  blissful  to-morrow 

To  illumine  thy  homes,  to  enrapture  thy  lyres ! 
If  my  songs  or  my  blood  could  but  hasten  that  morning, 

I'd  sing  to  thy  sons  with  a  warmth  unsurpassed, — 
Or  I'd  bleed  from  these  veins —  ev'ry  martyrdom  scorning — 

With  Liberty  guarding  my  grave  at  the  last ! 


THE  IRISH  SHONEEN  t 

Air  i—"  Larry  O'GafT." 

I'll  sing  you  the  song  of  the  Irish  "  Shoneen  !" 

And  I'll  try  to  present  him  as  neat  as  I  can  ! — 
'Tis  essential  you'd  know  him,  and  therefore  I'll  show  him 

In  portrait  the  type  of  a  base  Irishman  ! 
He  frowns  on  his  fellows,  and  deems  them  beneath  him  ! 

He's  an  upstart  unworthy  the  Yellow  or  Green  ! — 
His  impertinent  bearing  will  serve  when  you  meet  him, 

To  point  out  the  vulgar-built  Irish  "  Shoneen  !" 

"  Shoneen  "  is  a  word  of  the  old  Celtic  tongue, 

Which  denotes,  with  expression,  that  insolent  mass, 


*In  the  charming  lyric  "Farewell,  but  whenever,"  &c,  Moore  introduces  with  touch- 
ing effect  the  idea  of  the  scent  of  the  roses  clinging  to  the  broken  fragments  of  the  vase 
in  which  they  had  once  stood.  This  beautiful  figure  is  also  met  with  in  other  authors, 
both  ancient  and  modern. 

f  This  song  was  originally  appended  to  a  pamphlet  which  the  author  published  under 
the  same  title,  for  the  purpose  of  ridiculing  that  class  of  Irishmen  whose  base  instincts 
prompt  them  to  fawn  upon  those  in  power,  and  to  flatter  the  enemieis  of  our  national 
independence. 
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Who,  though  base  of  extraction,  would  fain  by  their  action 
Ignore  that  they  sprung  from  our  brave  peasant  class ! 

With  mean-gotton  money,  'tis  'mazingly  funny 
To  see  them  play  snob,  and  affect  the  squireen  ! — 

But  no  patriot  fibre  is  found  in  the  viper 

Who  struts  with  the  airs  of  an  Irish  "  Shoneen  !" 

This  counterfeit  noble  despises  the  people ! 

He  apes  all  the  antics  of  foreign  buffoons  ! 
If  Darwin  had  seen  him,  he'd  surely  have  reason 

To  trace  him  direct  to  parental  baboons ! 
Contemptible  fellow,  the  Green  and  the  Yellow 

Alike  should  refuse  him  their  national  sheen, — 
For  both  should  resent  the  un-Irish  intent 

Of  this  upstart  abortion,  the  Irish  14  Shoneen  !" 

Not  only  in  Ireland  the  "  Shoneen"  we  find,  but 

Far  over  the  ocean  his  breed  is  revealed  ! 
Ill-sired  generation — worst  weed  of  our  nation — 

He  fructifies  fast  on  the  foreigner  field  ; 
In  England  he  bristles  more  thorny  than  thistles 

From  Scotland  blown  "Over  the  Border"  between ! 
And  each  Western  city  is  plagued  by  that  piti- 

Ful  "  Beggar  on  Horseback,"  the  Irish  "  Shoneen !" 

'Tis  sure  that  whenever  we  make  the  endeavor 

To  sever  the  bond  that  makes  Irishmen  slaves, 
The  "  Shoneen"  contrives  to  endanger  the  lives 

Of  the  foremost  and  best  of  our  patroit  braves  ! 
Though  born  in  Ireland,  he's  false  to  our  sireland  ! 

His  sympathies  all  are  against  her,  I  ween  ; 
Och,  we'll  ne'er  be  a  nation  till  hell  and  damnation 

Have  swallowed  the  race  called  the  Irish  "  Shoneen  ! " 


WHERE'S  THE  SLAVE  WHO  CONTENTS  HIM! 

Air:—"  The  Meeting  of  the  Waters." 

Where's  the  slave  who  contents  him  to  crouch  on  the  sod 
Where  his  ancestry  smiled  'neath  the  sunshine  of  God, 
Where  the  streams  from  the  mountain  rush  circling  and  free, 
Jill  they  mingle  their  tide  with  the  proud  swelling  sea  ? 
Jill  they  mingle,  &c. 


10 


Down,  slave,  nor  declare  thee  endowed  with  a  soul ! — 
Can  the  bright  spark  divine  brook  unworthy  control  ? 
When,  thy  manhood  has  flown  can  God's  impress  remain  ? 
No,  the  soul  must  revolt  when  the  slave  hugs  his  chain ! 
Oh,  the  soul  must  revolt,  &c. 

Then  rise !  burst  thy  fetters !  revolt  'gainst  the  thrall 
That  lurks  o'er  thy  life,  and  that  hangs  like  a  pall 
O'er  the  form  of  thy  manhood — Accurs'd  be  the  slave 
Who  contents  him  to  languish  on  liberty's  grave ! 
Who  contents  him,  &c. 

Go,  swear  'gainst  th'  oppressor  the  vengeance  of  man  ! 
Yes,  forge  thee  the  sword !  slay  the  tyrant  who  can  ! — 
Ev'ry  vow  that's  pronounced,  ev'ry  despot  struck  down, 
Adds  a  fresh  ray  of  lustre  to  Liberty's  crown  ! 
Adds  a  fresh  ray,  &c. 

Oh,  sweeter  to  die  girt  with  glory  around, 
Than  to  live  where  the  thralls  of  the  despot  abound  ! — 
May  this  life-spark  of  mine  be  extinguished  to-night, 
If  to-morrow  reveal  but  the  slave  to  my  sight ! 
If  to-morrow  reveal,  &c. 


HURRAH !  HURRAH ! !  THREE  TIMES  HURRAH  ! ! ! 

Air  :— The  Girl  I  Left  Behind  Me." 

Hurrah  !  hurrah  ! !  three  times  hurrah  ! ! ! 

Ring  loud  the  Celtic  chorus  ! 
Unfurl  our  S UN-flag,  green  Go  Bragh, 

To  light  our  path  before  us  ! 
We're  marching  home  from  foreign  lands, 

Our  Motherland  will  find  us 
With  thirsting  swords  in  million  hands — - 

A  million  more  behind  us  ! 

Hurrah,  the  "  Sunburst"  gleams  on  high, 

In  light  celestial  burning  ! — 
Let  traitors  hear  the  battle-cry 

Of  Irish  clans  returning  ! 
Our  Celtic  hearts,  thank  God  above, 

Have  never  ceased  to  bind  us 
In  ties  of  undiminished  love 

With  those  we  left  behind  us  ! 
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And  now  our  ships  are  rolling  free, 

On  ocean  grandly  swelling  ! 
And  storms  their  tale  of  liberty 

To  bounding  waves  are  telling  ! 
We're  storming  home  from  foreign  lands — 

'Tis  Heaven's  will  combined  us 
To  draw  our  swords,  and  join  our  hands 

With  those  we  left  behind  us  ! 

Hurrah,  our  native  shore's  in  sight ! 

Hark  !  sounds  of  welcome  greet  us  ! 
Our  souls  are  yearning  for  the  light — 

Of  Colleens'  eyes  that  meet  us  ! 
Our  Celtic  souls,  thank  Heaven  above, 

Still  fond  in  exile  bind  us 
In  links  of  everlasting  love 

With  Celtic  souls  behind  us  ! 

At  last  we  press  the  sacred  land 

That  on  its  bosom  bore  us  ! 
We  clasp  our  kindred  heart  in  han  1  ; 

We've  common  cause  before  us  ! 
Hurrah  !  hurrah  !  for  Erin's  shore, 

Where  early  love  entwined  us  ! 
And,  home  again,  we'll  leave  no  more 

Our  own  loved  land  behind  us  ! 


THE  OCEAN  PLOWS  DEEP. 

Air  : — {i  Believe  Me  If  All  Those  Endearing  Young  Charms." 

The  ocean  flows  deep  'twixt  us,  Erin  astore, 

And  the  waves  dash  tempestuous  and  free  ! 
But  the  broad  blue  expanse,  and  the  tempests'  deep  roar, 

Bear  us  mem'ries  immortal  of  thee  ! 
Not  distance,  nor  storms,  not  allurements,  nor  time, 

Can  efface  our  remembrance  of  thee — 
Thy  form  in  our  mind  lives  as  freshly  sublime 

As  when  erst  we  adored  thee,  machree  ! 

Great  God,  why  in  exile  must  Irishmen  roam 

Far  away  from  their  own  belov'd  shore  ? — 
Thou  hast  blest  us  with  Faith  ;  Thou  has  shaped  us  a  home — ■ 

And  that  Faith  and  that  home  we  adore ! 


Then,  why  cast  us  forth  mid  the  stranger  to  toil, 

And  to  linger  like  outcasts  away 
From  the  fields  of  our  fathers,  from  Banbtfs*  loved  soil, 

From  her  streams  and  her  sunshine,  AlatPf 

Ah,  God,  not  Thy  hand  has  thus  forced  us  to  stray 

From  the  hearths  and  the  tombs  of  our  sires  !  + 
Tis  the  stranger,  the  tyrant — accurs'd  be  the  sway 

Which  he  holds  where  our  freedom  expires ! 
Give  strength  to  our  arm !  J  O  God,  give  us  might, 

While  we  swear  before  Thee  and  our  kind 
That  no  peace  shall  be  ours  till  the  advent  of  right — 

Till  we  burst  this  enthrallment  of  mind  ! 


WHEN  FEEEDOM  FIRST. 
Air:— 44 The  Harp  That  Once  Through  Tara's  Halls." 

When  Freedom  first  'neath  western  sky 

Her  banner  bright  unfurled, 
Far  flashed  the  flame  of  liberty 

Effulgent  o'er  the  world  ! — 
The  down-trod  millions,  disenthralled, 

One  shout  for  Manhood  gave, — 
And  tyrants  list'ning  stood  appalled, — 

No  more  was  man  their  slave ! 

Through  ev'ry  clime,  'round  every  shore, 

Rang  Freedom's  noble  strain  ! 
But  our  loved  Ireland  more  and  more 

Prolonged  the  proud  refrain  ! 
Her  thousand  echoes  teach  us  still 

That  despots  only  then 
Give  men  their  rights,  when  patriots  will 

Demand  their  rights  like  men  ! 

*  Banba.    (Pronounced  banva).    One  of  tlie  ancient  names  of  Ireland. 

t  See  note  to  song,  "  Conscience  and  Erin." 

\  It  is  frequently,  but  fallaciously,  asserted  that  it  is  God  who  caused  the  Irish  people 
to  be  driven  from  their  homes  by  starvation  and  oppression,  for  the  spread  of  religion. 
Nothing  could  be  more  untrue.  Nay,  it  is  blasphemous  to  attribute  to  the  Almighty 
thisheinous  crime  against  the  natural  rights  that  the  Creator  Himself  established.  What 
an  absurdity,  that  God  would  resort  to  such  unworthy  means  !  Its  falsehood  is  suffic- 
iently demonstrated  by  the  fact  that  this  expatriation  has  caused  unnumbered  thousands 
and  their  offspring  in  foreign  lands  to  fall  away  from  the  piety  of  their  forefathers  ; 
whereas,  if  they  could  have  remained  in  their  native  land,  they  would  have  preserved 
their  faith  and  transmitted  it  undimmed  to  the  generations  after  them. 
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Too  long,  too  long,  we've  hoped  and  prayed 

Beneath  the  tyrants  throne, 
Too  long  on  bended  knee  we've  stayed— 

Let's  rise— -the  land's  our  own  !  * 
We'll  shed  our  blood,— we  will  be  free, 

Or  cleave  the  despot's  brow ! — 
Come,  brothers,  strike  for  liberty ! — 

Salvation's  day  is  now ! 


ON  THE  BKOAD  BREAST  OF  OCEAN. 

Air  : — "  The  Last  Rose  Of  Summer." 

On  the  broad  breast  of  ocean, 

Mid  Atlantic's  bright  foam, 
Lies  the  em'rald  of  nations, 

Our  green  island  home! 
That  home  is  the  choicest, 

The  fairest  on  earth — 
Sweet  dream  of  my  childhood, 

Loved  land  of  my  birth  ! 

I've  paused  on  the  Seine  banks, 

Oft  stood  by  the  Rhine, 
Where  vine-hills  luxuriant 

Their  tendrils  entwine  : — 
But  no  balm  of  their  breathing 

Such  emotion  inspires, 
As  the  soft  breath  of  evening 

In  the  vales  of  my  sires  ! 

I've  shared  in  the  freedom 

Columbia  can  boast  ; 
I've  rejoiced  in  the  echoes 

That  swell  'round  her  coast, 
But  give  Freedom  to  Erin, 

Her  "  Sunburst"  recall — 
Then  restore  me  my  country, — 

She's  fairest  of  all ! 


*  The  soil  belongs  to  the  people,  and  should  be  wrested  from  tha  grasp  of  bloated 
landlords,  and  equitably  apportioned  among  the  peasantry  who  work  it. 
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CxRA  MACHRBB,  SWEET  INNISFAIL.* 


Air  : — "  Remember  the  Glories  of  Brian  the  Brave." 


Gra  Machree,  sweet  Innisfail,  land  of  beauty  and  the  Gael ! 

How  I  long  to  tread  your  velvet  fields  once  more ! 
Oh,  my  heart  is  still  with  you,  though  I  roam  the  nations  through, 

While  an  exile  I  must  wander  from  your  shore  ! 
Not  seas,  nor  foreign  clime,  nay,  not  wealth,  nor  lapse  of  time 

Can  estrange  me  from  the  thought  of  Granii  Wael ! 
Still  I  clasp  you  in  my  dreams,  while  my  panting  spirit  teems 

With  the  love  I  bear  my  darling  Innisfail ! 

Not  Italia's  sunny  strand,  nor  Columbia's  starry  land, 

.Nor  the  Teuton,  nor  the  homesteads  of  the  Gaul, 
Can  in  interest  compare  with  my  motherland  so  fair — 

Oh,  I  love  my  native  fireside  to  recall! 
My  delight  to  sit  and  think  of  my  playmates  by  the  brink 

Of  the  ocean,  on  the  mountain,  through  the  vale  ! 
But  we're  scattered  far  and  wide,  and  we  watch  by  every  tide 

For  mementoes  from  our  beauteous  Innisfail ! 

Vain  the  Saxon  in  his  pride,  or  the  dwellers  on  the  Clyde, 

E'er  one  moment  with  Mononia  s  offspring  vied ! 
There  are  thorns  round  the  rose,  and  the  treach'rous  thistle  grows 

With  its  thousand  stings  unlovely  by  its  side  ! 
But  Erin's  shamrock  mild  grows  by  cot  or  mountain  wild, 

And  perennial  waves  its  leaflets  to  the  gale ! 
As  our  laughing  maidens  fair  float  their  glorious  golden  hair 

To  the  swains  that  step  so  lithe  through  Innisfail ! 

By  the  morning  light  I  turn  tow'rd  where  blushing  sunbeams  burn 

Fresh  arisen  from  the  bosom  of  our  Isle ! 
And  the  words  I  mutter  there  form  my  fervent  matin  prayer 

For  that  land  o'er  which  the  day-star  hangs  the  while ! 
And  as  he  courses  west,  'bove  the  Rocky  Mountains'  crest, 

And  o'er  Pacific's  water  spreads  his  sail, 
Then  my  spirit  with  him  goes  where  he  seeks  his  longed  repose, 

In  the  arms  of  my  gorgeous  Innisfail. 


*  One  of  the  ancient  names  of  Ireland.    Who  has  not  read  Moore's  magnificent 

"  Song  of  Innisfail  ?" 
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THE  SWORD  SONG.* 

Air  : — l>  The  Savage  Loves  His  Native  Shore." 

Hail,  shining  steel !    Hail,  flashing  sword  ! 

Avenger  bright  of  ev'ry  wrong ! 
Thy  name's  a  talismanic  word, 

To  nerve  the  weak,  and  make  them  strong ! 
To  me  thy  edge  omnipotent 

Hath  ever  seemed  of  sacred  plan  ! 
And  from  thy  hilt  a  power  out-went 

To  vindicate  the  rights  of  man  ! 

Hail,  sword  sublime  !    Hail,  shape  divine  ! 

Thou'rt  fashioned  strangely  grand,  indeed — 
The  humblest  man,  his  hand  in  thine, 

A  power  untold,  unthought,  may  wield  ! 
Thy  touch,  like  magic,  moves  the  slave 

To  rise,  and  dare  assert  his  right ! 
By  thee  inspired,  he's  lion  brave — 

Thy  flash  reveals  his  native  might ! 

Hail,  sword  unsheath'd  !    Thou  friend  of  man  ! 

Mysterious  agent!  whence  thy  force  ? — 
Was't  Vulcan  forged  thee  ? — But  who  can 

Recount  thy  deeds,  or  paint  thy  course  ? — 
How  oft  when  despots  cursed  our  sphere, 

Thy  stroke  avenging  fell  sublime, 
And  caused  th'  eternal  domes  to  hear 

Thy  fiat  moulding  things  of  time  ! 

Hail,  flashing  blade  !    Though  poets  teach, 

The  pen  be  mightier  far  than  thee, 
I'll  wage  them  still,  no  pen  can  reach 

Such  stubborn  logic  for  the  free  ! — 
But  sword  and  pen  together  should 

Their  march  progressive  grand,  perform  ! 
For  both  were  shaped  for  human  good — 

To  rule  in  peace,  direct  the  storm  ! 

Hail,  sacred  sword  !    Hail,  potent  pen  ! 

Let  mankind  learn  your  power  combined  ; — 

*  This  song  was  suggested  by  the  reading  of  Meagher's  famous  Apostrophe  to  the 
Sword, 
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This  knowledge  realized  by  men, 

At  once  Millenium's  ports  they'll  find  ! 

And  ent'ring  in  those  harbors  grand, 
They'll  leave  the  stormy  world  behind, 

And  milky  ways,  and  honeyed  land, 

Through  sword  and  pen  at  last  they'll  find  ! 


AEN  THANGE  GAELGE. 
(THE  GAELIC  TONGUE.) 

Aik  : — '-Eileen  Aroon."  Or,  "  Erin,  the  Tear  and  the  Smile,"  &c. 

Language  of  Irishmen,  old  Gaelic  tongue  ! 

Fount  from  whose  classic  depths  languages  sprung  !  * 

Fearing  thy  onward  flow, 

Tyrants  have  chained  thee  \owff 
Tongue  through  which  long  ago  rapture  had  rung  ! 

Language  sublime,  thou  wert  glorious  of  old  ! 
Ages  of  light  o'er  thy  history  rolled  ! 

Long  ere  the  Saxon  came — 

Long  ere  such  blasting  shame 
Clouded  thy  ancient  fame — sullied  thy  gold  ! 

Language  of  Scotia,  J  thy  freshness  regain  ! 
Swell  to  the  Clarsheach's  |j  rewakening  strain ! 

Tribune  and  Bard  arise  ! 

Saxon  and  slave  despise  ! 
Proud  let  our  battle-cries  ring  forth  again  ! 

Language  illustrious,  speak  from  thy  grave  ! 
Graves  cannot  silence  thee,  chains  not  enslave  ! 

Chant  each  immortal  sire  ! 

Warm  with  relumined  fire 
Erin's  impassioned  lyre — Tongue  of  the  Brave  ! 

*  That  the  Irish  tongue  is  one  of  the  oldest  and  most  perfect  ever  spoken,  and  the 
source  from  which  ancient  and  modern  tongues  have  drawn  much  of  their  wealth  and 
beauty  of  expression  and  structure,  is  now  a  fact  established  by  the  learned.  Even  the 
Irish  characters  date  back  to  the  palmy  days  of  Egypt,  Chald'e,  Phawicia,  etc. 

t  The  destruction  of  the  ancient  and  beautiful  Irish  langtage  was  one  of  the  means 
by  which  England  hoped  to  bury  the  history  of  Ireland,  and  shut  out  lrom  sight  the 
evidences  of  our  early  greatness  ;  knowing  how  difficult  it  is  ;o  hold  in  slavery  a  people 
who  have  the  memorials  of  their  former  glory  constantly  befo  -e  their  eyes. 

I  One  of  the  names  of  Ireland. — 

"  Far  westward  lies  an  isle  of  aucient  fa<ne, 
Py  nature  blest,  and  Scotia  is  her  narie."-^7)r,  J}renria^ 

1 1  Irish  for  harp, 
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HEBE'S  TO  THE  SHAMROCK  ! 

Air  : — u  Garryowen." 


Oh,  the  Shamrock  of  Ireland,  how  modest,  how  pure  ! 

How  snugly  it  clusters  on  mountain  and  moor  ! 

And  when  morning  shines  forth  'bove  the  eastern  sea, 

How  sparkling  the  Shamrock  gleams  out  o'er  the  lea  ! 

And  when  evening  runs  to  rest  its  head, 

In  western  wave,  on  billowy  bed, 

Great  God  !  how  rich,  how  soft,  how  green, 

The  em'rald  tint  of  that  plant  serene  ! 
Chorus. — Then,  here's  to  the  Shamrock  of  Ireland,  my  boy  ! 
Yes,  here's  to  our  national  emblem,  my  joy  ! 
May  that  gay  little  trefoil  its  verdure  and  light 
Diffuse  through  our  hearts,  and  teach  us  unite  ! 

O,  the  Shamrock  of  Ireland  is  loved  in  the  North  ! 

In  the  South  'tis  adored  at  its  infinite  worth  ! 

In  the  East  an  ovation  of  homage  receives  ! 

And  the  West  pours  libations  of  love  on  its  leaves  ! 

From  North  to  South,  from  East  to  West, 

The  Shamrock  green  is  loved  and  blest, — 

Our  Island  o'er,  that  glorious  plant 

Is  praised  with  a  nation's  unbroken  chant ! 

Chorus. — Then,  here's  to  the  Shamrock,  &c. 

O,  the  Shamrock  of  Ireland  is  never  defiled 
By  touch  of  the  reptile,  nor  ever  beguiled 
Into  vague  alternations  of  color  or  mien, 
But  lives  out  its  life  in  one  impulse  of  green  ! 
This  pure,  unchangeful  course  must  teach 
Us  how  to  march  without  a  breach 
In  all  our  long  and  dread  career, 
Till  Liberty's  echoing  voice  we  hear  ! 

CHORUS. — Then,  here's  to  the  Shamrock,  &c, 

O,  the  Shamrock  of  Ireland,  elastic  when  pressed, 
Springs  back  to  its  form  like  a  maiden  caressed, 
And  in  modest  affection  smiles  purely  the  while, 
And  bewitches  the  trespassing  swain  in  that  smile  ! 
No  eye  can  glance  on  Shamrock  green 
Without  impressions  deeply  keen, — 
And  once  that  photograph  bright  is  traced, 
It  never,  no,  never  can  be  effaced  ! 

CHORUS. — Then,  here's  to  the  Shamrock,  &c 
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O,  SONS  OF  THE  GAEL. 

Aie  : — "  Sheela  ni  Guira." 

O,  Sons  of  the  Gael !  and  ye  daughters  of  Erin  ! 
What  means  it,  that  anguish  ?  Why  surges  the  tear  in 
Your  bright,  loving  eyes  with  such  tenderness  teeming, 
Like  crystal  distilled,  or  like  dew  softly  beaming  ? 
Who  knows  you  as  I,  grieves  the  sad  situation 
That  plunges  your  soul  in  this  wild  desolation  ! 
Who  loves  you  as  deep  will  indite  his  devotion 
In  blood  of  your  foes  till  it  flows  like  the  ocean  ! 

My  countrymen,  rise  !  Be  not  serfs  of  the  stranger  ! 
Why  crouch  you  !  Why  crave  ?  sure  no  feeling  of  danger 
Could  curb  your  career,  could  an  instant  retard  you ! 
Then  strike  for  your  firesides  !  your  fame  will  reward  you  ! 
And  even  if  you  fall  where  those  freemen  before  you 
Fell  fighting  for  right,  you've  the  green  banner  o'er  you ! 
It  folds  will  encompass — its  virtue  surround  you, 
And  Liberty's  a&gis  will  luster  around  you  ! 

They're  futile,  those  tears, — brace  your  nerves  for  the  battle  ! 
Hark  !  hear  you  the  war-cry,  the  tramp,  and  the  rattle 
Of  myriads  emerging  like  streams  from  the  fountain  ! 
Hurrah  !  See  the  flag  of  our  land  on  the  mountain  ! 
Now  rush  for  the  strife !  swell  the  ranks  of  the  yeoman  !* 
Thrust  deeply  your  steel  in  the  breasts  of  the  foeman  ! 
The  nations  will  watch  while  your  swords  trace  the  story 
That  tells  of  your  prowess,  your  freedom,  your  glory ! 

Poor  heart-broken  bard  from  the  vtrge  of  the  Shannon, 
How  calm  I'd  expire  should  the  thunder  of  cannon 
Resound  from  Beug-Arf"  past  the  groves  of  the  Blarney, 
And  rouse  all  the  clans  from  the  Boyne  to  Killarney  ! 

*  Consult  note  to  song  entitled  "  Our  National  Day." 

f  Beug-Ar.  The  charts  of  ancient  navigators  set  down  Beg-ara  (or  Lesser  Arran)  as 
situated  in  the  Atlantic  ocean,  to  the  west  of  the  Isles  of  Arran,  .  off  the  coast  of  Con- 
naught.  Beg-ara,  or  Beug-ara,  is  mentioned  in  O'Flaherty's  We  t  Connaught  Arch- 
aeological Soc.  pub.  p.  68.  as  identical  with  the  enchanted  island  called  O'Brasil.  or  Hy- 
Brasil,  the  "  Isle  of  the  Blest."  There  is  westward  of  Arran  a  wild  island  of  huge 
rocks  (Skirra  Rocks)  on  which  great  quantities  of  seals  are  annually  taken.  These 
rocks  sometimes  appear  like  a  vast  city  far  off  in  the  Atlantic.  At  times  the  beholder 
is  amazed  at  the  wonderful  appearance  of  houses,  castles,  towers,  chimneys  and  battle- 
ments that  become  visible  in  the  horizon.  At  other  times  appear  great  conflagrations, 
volumes  of  smoke,  and  crowds  of  people  running  in  every  direction.  Again,  these  phen- 
omena take  the  form  of  ships,  with  sails  and  rigging  ;  then,  again,  they  appear  as  stacks 
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O,  Liberty,  lend  us  your  light  for  the  rally  ! 
Insurgents,  plunge  forth  from  each  hill-side  and  valley ! 
No  truce  with  your  foes  till  the  maidens  of  Ireland 
Shall  shout  that  the  stranger  is  swept  from  their  sireland  ! 


SONG-  OF  KECONCILIATION.  * 

To  Irishmen  at  home  and  abroad,  irlio  are  working  with  admirable  zeal  for  the  ext'nic- 
tion  of  religions  animosity,  and  for  the  promotion  of  an  enlightened  and  truly  patriotic 
spirit  among  all  classes  of  our  countrymen,  the  following  lyric  is  most  respectfully  in- 
scribed. 

Air: — "The  Boyne  Water." 

Come,  Brother,  touch  your  glass  to  mine  ! 

Let's  wreathe  our  vows  together  ! 
In  peace  and  love  they'll  intertwine, 

Like  sunbeams  o'er  the  heather  ! 
Too  long,  too  long  hath  discord  flung 

Its  poisoned  arrows  'round  us  ! 
And  while  we  strove  ourselves  among, 

The  foreign  foe  fast  bound  us  ! 
CHORU8. — Come,  Brother,  touch  your  glass  to  mine,  &c.  f 

A  curse  on  ev'ry  Irish  hand 

That  lifts  itself  in  treason 
Against  our  common  motherland — 

'Gainst  conscience  and  'gainst  reason  ! 

of  corn,  ricks  of  turf,  and  a  thousand  other  forms,  creating  profound  impressions  upon 
the  peasantry,  who  are  unable  to  explain  these  fantastical  atmospheric  effects.  It  is 
related  that  one  time  a  peasant  set  out  in  a  small  boat  to  go  to  this  far  off-land  of  Beg- 
ara,  as  Hy-Brasil,  that  appeared  so  splendid  in  the  distance.  As  he  advanced  on  his 
voyage,  the  "  enchanted  island"  retired  further  and  further  on  the  ocean.  His  boat 
was  unable  to  stand  out  against  the  storm  and  the  waves,  and  the  adventurer  was  lost 
in  the  deep.  This  touching  tradition  gave  Oerald  Griffin  the  subject  of  his  beautiful 
poem  entitled  "  Hy-Brasail,  the  Isle  of  the  Blest." 

*  On  the  12th  of  July,  1877,  the  author,  with  the  approval  of  his  friends,  presented  to 
the  Orangemen  of  New  York  a  conciliatory  address,  which  was  received  with  outbursts 
of  commendation  by  the  press  in  general  and  citizens  of  all  denominations.  This  song 
was  appended  to  the  address  in  question,  and  both  were  published  in  full  next  morning 
in  the  New  York  Herald,  with  an  editorial  article  endorsing  their  sentiment,  and  coun- 
seling the  Irish  people  of  all  classes  to  act  upon  the  principles  therein  enunciated. 

t  When  sung  in  public,  the  entire  first  stanza  may  be  repeated  as  a  chorus  after  each 
verse.    When  there  is  only  one  singer,  the  chorus  may  be  omitted. 

Remark. — It  is  a  peculiarity  of  the  Irish  people  to  love  choruses  wherein  a  groat 
number  of  persons  may  join  in  unison  at  the  conclusion  of  each  verse.  When  well  per- 
formed, the  effect  is  very  fine  ;  and  the  author  has  done  his  best  to  encourage  it.  He 
has  written  several  songs  with  a  view  to  this,  and  has  loved  to  intermingle  such  songs 
with  his  lectures — himself  leading  off  with  the  solos,  and  then  beating  time  for  the 
multitude,  while  men,  women  and  children  joined  in  the  chorus. 


20 


Let  ev'ry  soul  its  God  revere 

As  to  the  mind  seems  meetest ! 
Let  conscience  pure  its  altars  rear  ! — 

There  incense  burns  the  sweetest  ! 

Chorus.— Come,  Brother,  &c. 

Our  emblems  heretofore  have  been 

Uplifted  for  dissension  ! 
The  Yellow  yours,  an  i  mine  the  Green — 

Made  badges  of  contention  ! 
And  while  we  waved  them  up  on  high, 

And  swore  against  each  other, 
The  treach'rous  foe  stood  fiendish  by, 

And  robbed  us  both,  my  Brother ! 

Chorus.— Come,  Brother,  &c. 

Why  shrink  we  from  each  other's  gaze  ? 

Or  why  doth  envy  blind  us  ? 
'Tis  but  the  rust  of  by-gone  days — 

Of  years  long  left  behind  us  ! 
We've  well  outgrown  those  musty  ties 

Wherewith  past  ages  bound  us  ! 
Our  manhood  spurns  the  web  of  lies 

That  bigots  wove  around  us  ! 

Chorus.— Come,  Brother,  &c. 

Then,  Brother,  stand  we  bold  in  line ! 

Let's  blend  our  hearts  forever ! — 
No  altar,  throne,  or  party  shrine 

Shall  more  our  friendship  sever  ! 
For  one  let  lily  fragrant  bloom  ! 

Let  shamrock  'lure  the  other  ! — 
While  Irish  sunlight  both  illume, 

We'll  toast  them  both,  my  Brother  ! 

Chorus.— Come,  Brother,  &c. 


WHEN  I  LEAVE  YOU,  MY  FRIENDS. 
Air: — "  Believe  Me,"  &c.    Or,  "  My  Lodging  is  on  the  Cold  Ground." 

When  I  leave  you,  my  friends,  I'll  remember  the  hours 

Of  enjoyment  I  spent  while  with  you  ; 
And,  away,  mid  the  care  and  the  toil  I  endure, 

I'll  forget  not  your  friendship  so  true ! 
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When  the  world  its  coarseness,  its  sorrow  and  spleen 

Shall  mix  in  the  cup  I  must  share, 
I'll  recall  your  refinement,  I'll  dwell  on  your  truth, 

And  that  truth  will  enliven  my  care ! 

Our  life  has  its  tears  and  its  anguish  untold, 

Fit  to  weigh  down  a  heart  that  can  feel ! 
Its  smiles  are  deceit,  its  allurements  but  false ! — 

I  too  well  kncwr  the  pangs  'twill  reveal  ! 
Yet  a  few  spots  of  joy  and  of  brightness  are  seen 

To  enlighten  this  plague-stricken  sphere, — 
And  God  never  gave  an  oasis  more  green 
Than  th'  affection  which  gladdens  me  here  ! 

EATHKEALE. 

Air  : — "A  Baby  was  Sleeping,"  Or,  "  The  Angel's  Whisper." 

Alone  in  the  evetide 

I  strayed  by  the  Deel  *  side, — 
The  sun  lay  in  gold  on  the  roofs  of  Rathkeale ! 

While  billows  of  feeling 

Came  o'er  my  heart  stealing, 
As  I  gazed  on  the  glories  that  gleamed  o'er  the  Deel ! 

The  twilight  advancing, 

No  scene  more  entrancing 
Than  shone  o'er  thy  bosom,  thou  bright  rolling  Deel ! 

The  sports  of  my  childhood, 

Through  warren  and  wildwood, 
Rang  loud  o'er  thy  waters  that  flowed  by  Rathkeale  ! 

Thou'rt  lovely,  Sweet  River ! 

Thou'rt  shining  as  ever! 
Yet  a  sad  something  tinges  thy  stream,  River  Deel  ! 

'Tis  that  loved  ones  have  left  thee, 

And  the  foe  hath  bereft  thee 
Of  joys  that  once  beamed  both  on  thee  and  Rathkeale ! 

Fair  men  by  thy  waters, 

Paid  court  to  thy  daughters, 
And  danced  while  the  piper  attuned  his  gay  reel  ! 

Then  homeward  returning 

Their  pure  hearts  were  burning 
With  love  for  Green  Ireland,  for  thee  and  Rathkeale  ! 

*  The  River  Deel  flows  through  one  of  the  most  beautiful  and  fertile  sections  of  Ire- 
land, and  falls  into  the  Shannon  near  the  interesting  town  of  Askeaton,  in  the  County 
of  Limerick. 
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GO  FORTH,  MY  MUSE. 


Air  : — "  Highland  Mary."* 


Go  forth,  my  Muse,  these  lines  recite 

To  those  who'll  deign  to  hear  thee ! 
How  oft  alone  in  dead  of  night 

Thou'st  watched  and  warbled  near  me  ! 
And  when  some  friends  did  kindly  speak, 

Or  foes  did  harsh  deride  me, 
The  smile  of  joy  illumed  thy  cheek, 

Or  sad  thou  mourned'st  beside  me  ! 
But  haste  thee  now !  Our  friends,  though  few, 

Are  waiting  to  receive  thee — 
How  sweet  to  feel  one  heart  is  true, 

Though  thousands  false  deceive  thee ! 

Loved  Muse,  not  mine  to  call  thee  sweet ! — 

But  ah,  to  me  more  dear,  love, 
Than  streams  where  gold  and  sunshine  meet, — 

Without  thee  all  were  drear,  love  ! 
And  would'st  thou  know  why  thus  my  heart 

To  thee  I  plight,  ma  Storeen  ? 
Loved  Muse,  because  where'er  thou  art, 

Thou'rt  always  true  to  Moreen  !  *(*  ? 
But,  haste  thee  now!  Our  friends,  though  few, 

Are  waiting  to  receive  thee — 
How  sweet  to  feel  one  heart  is  true, 

Though  thousands  false  deceive  thee ! 


*  The  above  song  was  designed  for  the  same  air  as  Moore's,  "  When  First  I  Met 
Tliee"  &c,  but  the  author  has  chosen  to  indicate  here  the  air  so  generally  known  as 
"  Highland  Mary,'"  in  order  to  reclaim  one  of  the  most  touching  of  our  Irish  airs  which 
has  been  appropriated  (or  rather  stolen)  by  our  Scottish  neighbors,  who,  indeed,  have 
never  manifested  a  great  dislike  to  steal  Irish  music,  Irish  literature,  Irish  poetry,  and 
other  articles  of  national  importance  to  Irishmen. 

t  Ireland,  the  Morven  of  Ossian's  poems.  The  literary  world  is  aware  of  the  absurd 
and  impudent  attempt  of  the  Scotchman,  MacPherson.  to  impose  his  book  upon  the 
public  as  a  translation  of  the  poems  of  Ossian,  the  Homer  of  Ireland,  whom  he  falsely 
represented  as  a  Highlander  ;  and  that  without  a  shade  of  reason  except  the  identity  of 
language.    Men  of  letters  have  thrown  light  upon  Ossian,  and  consigned  MacPherson 

to  merited  oblotmy.    David  Hume  calls  him  a  "  strange  mortal"  "  than  whom  I 

have  scarce  ever  known  a  man  more  perverse."  Ossian  was  "a  native  of  Ireland." 
Bard  of  the  house  of  O'Neill,  and  the  most  influential  personage  in  all  Ireland.  "  Some 
of  Ossian's  poems  contr-adict  passages  of  great  importance  in  those  handed  to  the  public 
by  Mr.  MacPherson." — DkHarold.    Dusseldorf,  1787. 


23 


Go  hence,  My  Muse,  my  songs  convey 

To  Cona's  J  vales  and  mountains  ! 
What  my  frail  words  have  failed  to  say, 

Thou'lt  sing  by  Lena's  ||  fountains  ! — 
This  Harp  I  loved  fling  o'er  thy  arm, 

Nor  fear  thee  aught  of  danger  ; 
For  Cona's  bards  will  know  its  charm, 

And  welcome  back  the  stranger! 
Then  haste  thee  now  !  Our  friends,  though  few, 

Are  waiting  to  receive  thee ! 
How  sweet  to  feel  one  heart  is  true, 

Though  thousands  false  deceive  thee! 

Go  forth,  my  Muse,  but  e'er  thou  go, 

One  fond  embrace  for  Moreen  ! 
These  tears  like  winter  torrents  flow, 

Rememb'ring  her,  ma  Storeen  ! 
My  native  land — my  Mother  she — 

May  Freedom's  ensign  guide  her ! 
This  Harp's  a  sacred  pledge  from  me, 

My  bones  will  rest  beside  her  ! 
Then  haste  thee  now  !  Our  friends,  though  few, 

Are  waiting  to  receive  thee  ! 
How  sweet  to  feel  one  heart  is  true, 

Though  thousands  false  deceive  thee! 


HEROES  DEAD  AND  GONE. 
Air  : — "  The  Wearing  of  the  Green 

Go,  slave !  nor  ask  us  mourn  for  tho;e  who  fell  where  heroes  fall ! 
Their  death  but  blends  immortal  friends — our  true  men  one  and 
all! 

Their  tomb  reflects  the  glorious  light  that  shines  from  out  the  past, 
And  'lumines  through  our  future  generations  to  the  last  ! 

CHOEUS. 

Then,  Hurrah,  boys  !  Hurrah  my  boys,  for  heroes  dead  and 
gone  ! 

Hurrah,  boys  !  Hurrah,  my  boys!— we  cheer  them  ev'ry  one  ! 

May  living  men  but  emulate  their  spirit  evermore  ! 

And  leave  our  land  such  heritage  as  they  have  left  galore  ! 

I  "  Ye  friends  of  my  youth,  ye  soft  sounding  voices  of  Cona." — Id, 
||Lena's  echoing  heath." — Id. 
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Go,  dastard,  go  !  and  hide  thee  where  no  freeman  ever  breathes  ! 
Why  mourn  the  dead  who  nobly  bled  to  weave  immortal  wreaths 
For  the  brow  divine  of  Liberty — The  goddess  we  adore- 
On  whose  altars  grand  those  heroes  stand  that  adored  her  hereto- 
fore ! 

CHORUS.— Then,  Hurrah,  boys  !  &c. 

Go,  slave  !  no  whining  wretch  we  own  who'd  shed  one  childish  tear 
For  men  who  stood  'mid  fire  and  blood  and  braved  the  tyrant  near, 
And  fought  and  died  for  home  and  friends,  and  wrote  on  goried 

page 

Th'  example  proud  we  chant  aloud  through  each  revolving  age  ! 

Chorus. — Then,  Hurrah,  boys  !  &c. 

Go,  craven,  go !  no  freeman  deems  the  hero's  tomb  a  grave 
Where  buried  lie  the  actions  or  the  mem'ry  of  the  brave  ! 
Nay,  rather  'tis  the  vault  wherein  a  nation's  treasure  lies  ! — 
The  mausoleum  whence  again  shall  Freedom's  sword  arise  ! 

Chorus.— Then,  Hurrah,  boys  !  &c. 

Hence  !  willing  slave — of  God  accurs'd  !  may  ev'ry  sun  that  shines 
Hot  vengeance  pour  on  him  who  cowers,  and  voluntary  whines 
His  hours  away  in  vain  lament  for  past  or  present  woe  ! — 
Give  me  the  men  who  fight  like  them — those  freemen  long  ago! 

Chorus.— Then,  Hurrah,  boys  !  &c. 


A  SHEEP-SKINNED  WOLF,  FOR  A'  THAT. 

Air  : — "[Betsy  Baker." 

"  A  man's  a  man,"  said  Bobby  Burns, 

"  A  man's  a  man,  for  a'  that ! 
The  poor  man's  garb  the  rich  man  spurns, — 

What  recks  it  still,  for  a'  that  ? 
The  coat  but  wraps  the  inward  stuff, 

As  merchants  goods,  and  a'  that, — 
The  diamond's  pure,  though  in  the  rough,  — 

The  mind's  the  gem,  for  a'  that ! 

CHORUS. 

Prize  not  o'ermuch  th  Probes  "that  sbii,  — 
The  cloth  full  oft,  for  a'  that, 

Conceals  the  knave  w  ho  looks  divine — 
A  sheep-skinn'd  wolf,  for  a'  that ! 
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Twere  well  indeed  to  dress  genteel, 

And  eat  good  things,  and  a'  that, 
But  few  can  tell  how  much  I  feel 

Contempt  for  those,  for  a'  that, 
Who'd  on  the  decent  poor  man  frown, 

Comparing  coats,  and  a'  that, — 
I'd  kick  such  churlish,  purse-proud  clown, 

And  rend  his  hide,  for  a'  that ! 

Chorus. — Prize  not,  &c 

In  Church  and  out  the  sheep-skin'd  wolf 

Pursues  his  prey,  and  a'  that, — 
Th'  incautious  lambs  he'll  sure  engulph — 

He's  meek  without,  for  a'  that ! 
His  stock  in  trade's  deception's  art, 

With  honey'd  speech,  and  a'  that, — 
His  coat  conceals  the  treach'rous  dart, — 

The  villain's  there,  for  a'  that ! 

Chorus.— Prize  not,  &c. 

The  world's  a  stage  where  actors  move 

In  varied  guise,  and  a'  that, 
Who  best  deludes,  men  most  approve, — 

Suspect  it  not,  for  a'  that ! 
Men  fancy  they  philosophize 

With  keenest  wits,  and  a'  that, 
But  while  they  dream,  the  wolves  more  wise 

Devour  the  flocks,  for  a'  that ! 

Chorus.— Prize  not,  &c. 


I'VE  SHAIiED  YOUR  WOES. 

Air : — "  Nora  Creena." 

I've  shared  your  woes  with  pangs  profound  ! 

I've  told  your  wror  gs  in  songs  and  story  ! 
Where'er  I  roamed  the  nations  round, 

Your  fame,  your  name  were  all  my  glory  J 
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And  though  some  knave  with  poisoned  heart, 
By  churchmen  taught,  doth  misconstrue  me, 

I'll  merrily  mock  their  "  reverend  "  art, 

And  stay  with  you  still,  though  these  pursue  me  !* 

CHOEUS. 

I've  shared  your  woes  with  pangs  profound  ! 

I've  told  your  wrongs  in  songs  and  story  ! 
Where'er  I  roamed,  the  nations  round, 

Your  fame,  your  name  were  all  my  glory  ! 

'Tis  true,  indeed,  long  years  I've  been 

Propounding  maxims  'gainst  th'  oppressor, 
Not  caring  a  whit  for  prelate  or  queen, 

When  they  dear  Ireland  cursed,  God  bless  her! 
This  the  churchman  calls  a  crime  ! 

The  queen  repeats  it, — Pshaw !  who'd  heed  her  ? 
But  since  they  both  so  neatly  chime, 

I'll  neatly  choose  to  chime  with  neither ! 

Chorus. — I've  shared  your  woes,  &c. 

A  nutshell  this,  but  it  contains 

The  substance  of  my  life's  ambition  ! 
Called  crime  or  none,  it  there  remains — 

Nor  for  such  crime  want  I  contrition  ! 
What  they  call  vice  I  virtue  name, 

For  they  would  alter  Revelation 
To  forge  some  sham  excuse  for  frame —  1 

Ing  their  decrees  'gainst  God's  dictation  ! 

CHORUS. — I've  shared  your  woes,  &c. 


*  This  song  was  suggested  by  the  constant  misrepresentations  to  which  the  author 
had  been  subjected  from  the  commencement  of  his  difficulties  with  Italian  church 
authorities.  Affectionately  dedicated  to  the  Irish  people,  this  lyric  became  a  great 
favorite  and  has  done  much  toward  giving  the  public  a  proper  idea  of  the  author's 
position.  In  ancient  days  oppression  fired  a  renowned  Grecian  poet  with  iambic  vehe- 
mence that  made  his  adversaries  shudder.  "It  was  the  rage  of  Archilochus  that  armed 
him  with  his  iambic  for  the  exercising  and  exerting  of  his  vengeance."  Archilochum 
propria  rabies  armavit  iambo. 
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Then  why  expect,  poor  mortal  I, 

Or  mercy  there,  or  justice  either — 
When  even  the  simplest  passer-by 

Can  see  the  harlequins  have  got  neither  ! 
But  let  them  rave  and  lie  for  aye  ; — 

Their  baleful  spell  is  broke,  believe  me  ! 
There  dawns  a  brighter,  holier  day 

Than  when  these  charlatans  dare  deceive  ye  ! 

Chorus. — I've  shared  your  woes, 


YOUNG,  HOPEFUL  AND  BRIGHT. 
Air  : — "  The  Exile  of  Erin."  Or,  "  Savourneen  Dheelish." 

Young,  hopeful  and  bright  were  the  dreams  of  my  boyhood, 

And  warm  were  the  smiles  did  my  childhood  endear  ; 
Our  turf-fire  glowed  kindly,  our  neighbors  in  joy  would 

Through  winter's  long  eves  there  find  welcome  and  cheer. 
The  hearthstone  was  swept,  the  village  assembled, 

While  round  went  the  tales  and  the  laugh  of  delight  ! 
And  betimes  sped  the  dance  till  the  midnight  moon  trembled, 

And  old  folks  and  young  said  their  heartfelt  "Good  Night !" 

"  Good  Night !"  O,  "  Good  Night !" — how  these  sweet  words  cli 
round  me, 

What  mem'ries  are  waked  in  those  thoughts  of  the  past  ! — 
Like  spectres,  the  shades  of  the  grave-yard  surround  me  ! 

Of  brothers  and  kinsfolk  I'm  all  but  the  last ! — 
Our  fireside  is  chilled,  and  hushed  is  the  story  ! 

The  neighbors  are  gone,  and  the  dancing  is  o'er  ! 
I  mourn  when  I  think  of  the  youthful  and  hoary 

Whose  voices  commingled — I  hear  them  no  more  ! 

"  No  more !"  O,  "  No  more  !"  Must  these  sad  words  be  spoken  ? 

No  more  must  our  songs  and  our  laughter  resound  ? — 
Are  the  hearts  of  the  Gael,  like  their  harpstrings,  all  broken  ? 

Must  gladness  in  Erin  no  longer  abound  ? 
Yea  !  Yea  !  there's  a  day  and  a  new  generation 

All  bright'ning  and  strong  in  the  light  of  the  free — 
And  their  work  is  to  frame  a  revivified  nation — 

In  Erin  our  own  darling  Cushla  Machree ! 
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SLIEVENAMON. 

Air  :— "  Shule  Aroon." 

The  sun  shines  bright  on  Slievenamon ! 

How  oft  I've  gazed  enraptured  on 

Its  morning  beams  that  God-like  shone ! 

Is  go  dhaeg  mavourneen  slaun  ! 

CHOEUS. 

Shule ,  shule,  shule  aroon  ! 

Shule  go  succir,  agus  shule  go  cuin  \ 
Shule  go  dhen  dhurrus  agus  elig  lum  ! 

Is  go  ihaeg  mavourneen  slaun  ! 

The  sunburst  rising  o'er  that  hill 
Would  all  my  youthful  vision  fill, 
And  would  my  soul  exstatic  thrill ! 
Is  go  dhaeg,  &c. 

CHO.-  Shule,  Shule,  &c. 

Though  now  through  stranger  lands  I  roam, 
Or  tossed  on  ocean's  briny  foam, 
My  thoughts  are  Slievenamon  and  home ! 
Is  go  dhaeg,  &c. 

CHO. — Shule,  Shule,  &c. 

Draw  'round  me,  all  ye  scattered  Gael ! 
Catch  up  the  exile  minstrel's  wail ! 
I'll  die  in  love  for  Granuaile  ! 
7s  go  dhaeg,  Sc. 

CHO. — Shule,  shule,  &c. 

We're  kindred  Irish,  every  one  ! 
We've  each  some  spot  like  Slievenamon, 
From  which  we've  drifted  far,  Ohone  ! 
Is  go  dhaeg,  &c. 

CHO. — Shule,  Shule,  &c. 

Then,  Children,  Hear  me,  great  and  small ! 
Your  minds  from  discord's  paths  recall  ! 
And  love  your  kindred,  one  and  all ! 
Is  go  dhaeg,  &c. 

CHO— Shule,  Shule,  &c. 
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BY  FIERCE  NIAG'RA'S  BOUNDING  STREAM. 


Air  — "  Good  Night  And  Joy  be  With  You  All." 


By  fierce  Niag'ra's  bounding  stream 
I  greet  my  kindred  here  to-  night ! 

"  Caed  mille  failthe"  *  reigns  supreme  ! 
And  ev'ry  pulse  beats  for  the  right ! 

We've  come  to  bind  in  union  strong 
Our  Irish  bosoms  long,  long  twain ! 

We're  here  to  right  each  other's  wrong- 
To  taste  our  childhood's  joys  again  ! 

A  glorious  day  awaits  us  yet ! — 

Canadian  lands — Columbia's  arms, 
With  bounteous  reach,  our  advent  met ! — 

We  joy  to  feel  their  varied  charms  ! 
But  mindful  of  our  eastern  home, 

We  cherish  our  maternal  strand  ! 
We've  one  regret  where'er  we  roam — 

That  discord  e'er  defiled  her  land  ! 

So,  Brothers  brave,  and  Sisters  fair, 

To-night  Toronto  teaches  well ! 
We  hail  such  words,  however  rare,-|- 

This  omen's  import  who  can  tell  ? 
The  ages  yet  unborn  will 

Recount  the  hist'ry  now  we  frame 
And  free  Ontario's  waves  will  thrill 

To  proud  Loch  Erin's  honored  name  ! 

My  heart  is  full !  My  feelings  burn 
With  Irish  warmth  re-kindled  here! 

And  gladly  will  I  now  return 

To  tell  this  triumph  far  and  near ! 


*  Familiar  Irish  expression  signifying  A  Hundred  Thousand  Welcomes. 

f  This  is  a  reference  to  the  deplorable  hostility  hitherto  existing  between  Irish  Catholics 
and  Protestants  in  Toronto,  and  which  the  author's  visit  to  tliis  city  is  designed  to 
obliterate. 
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But  ere  we  part,  one  blessing  more 
Upon  our  mutual  vows  I  crave — 

God  bless  that  distant  em'rald  shore 
Atlantic's  ocean  billows  lave  ! 

God  guard  Canadian  fields  and  streams, 
And  all  Columbia's  bosom  bright — 

Where  Freedom's  heart  with  manhood  teems  ! 
But  I  must  bid  you  all  "  Good  Night  !" 

\    [  ii  «  > 

CLOSING  REFRAIN. 

Good  Night !  Good  Night !  May  soft  repose 
Refresh  your  minds,  dispel  your  pain  ! 

We'll  seek  some  happy  evening's  close 
To  sing  our  Irish  songs  again  ! 

Repeat—"  Good  Night !  &c." 
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